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earnestly impressed upor. as, could only be justified "by 'its
extensive circulation.

Three weeks had flown away, three sweet weeks, and
flown away in the almost constant presence of Christiana,
or in scarcely less delightful composition. My tragedy was
finished. I resolved to return home ; I longed to bring my
reputation to the test; yet I lingered about Christiana.

I lingered about her, as the young bird about the first
sunny fruit his inexperienced love dare not touch. I was
ever with her, and each day grew more silent. I joined her,
exhausted by composition. In her presence I sought refresh-
ing solace, renewed inspiration. I spoke little, for one feeling
alone occupied my being, and even of that I was not cog-
nisant, for its nature to me was indefinite and indistinct,
although its power was constant and irresistible. But I
avenged myself for this strange silence when I was once
more alone, and my fervid page teemed with the imaginary
passion, of whose reality my unpractised nature was not
even yet convinced.

One evening, as we were walking together in the saloon,
and she was expressing her wish that I would remain, and
her wonder as to the necessity of my returning, which I
described as so imperative, suddenly, and in the most un-
premeditated manner, I made her the confidant of my
literary secret. I was charmed with the temper in which
she received it, and the deep and serious interest which
she expressed in my success. 'Do you know/ she added,
* Contarini, you will think it very odd, but I have always
believed that you were intended for a poet.'

My sparkling eye, sparkling with hope and affection,
thanked her for her sympathy, and it was agreed that, on
the morrow, I should read to her my production.

I was very nervous when I commenced. This was the first
time that my composition had been submitted to a human
being, and now this submission was to take place in fche